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Tony's an honest fellow, but he spits after a bumper, and that's a fault.
Sings
We'll drink and we'll never ha* done boys
Put the glass then around with the sun boys, Let Apollo's example invite us;
For he's drunk ev'ry night.
And that makes him so bright, That he's able next morning to light us.
The sun's a good pimple, an honest soaker, he has a cellar at your Antipodes. If I travel, aunt, I touch at your Antipodes - your Antipodes are a good rascally sort of topsy turvy fellows. - If I had a bumper I'd stand upon my head and drink a health to 'em. - A match or no match, Cousin, with the hard name -Aunt, Wilfull will do 't. If she has her maidenhead let her look to 't; if she has not, let her keep her own counsel in the meantime, and cry out at the nine months' end.
Milla. Your pardon, madam, I can stay no longer - Sir Wilfull grows very powerful. Egh! how he smells 1 I shall be overcome if I stay. Gome, cousin.
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Lady. Smells! he would poison a tallow-chandler and his family. Beastly creature, I know not what to do with him. - Travel, quoth a; ay, travel, travel, get thee gone, get thee but far enough, to the Saracens, or the Tartars, or the Turks - for thou art not fit to live in a Christian commonwealth, thou beastly pagan.
Sir- WiL Turks, no; no Turks, Aunt: your Turks are infidels, and believe not in the grape. Your Mahometan, your Mussulman is a dry stinkard - no offence.